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these miseries, there is the privation of affection, a broken,
hopeless life. For you say that you did love me; remember
how you treated me. Now you say you are very changed and
to your advantage, which I am happy to believe. . , , If one
day, I succeed , . . will you bring to my hearth, hell, daily
disagreement? Is it love or hatred that you promise. . . ,?
Z know t fat you are really good and a little nolle, so 1 count on your
good sense, I cannot go to see Clovis, not having payed his
fees, but nowadays my heart is like my stomach, iron
against all suffering, A kiss to all PAUL (who loves you still);
it is silly, but that is how it is!"
Still in the same mood, he wrote after receiving news of
her at last, "Your letter allows me to see many things
you do not admit, for instance that the affection of
your family has not replaced advantageously that of your
husband. And how would it be if I were wicked and if
I had abandoned you for ever? Many others would have done
so in my position, without a pang of conscience, since your
family encouraged the separation. . . , I have no longer any
resentment against you, . , . I hope to sec ourselves reunited
one of these days, but I assure you that then will be no one of
your family letween us two, or for good and all I shall become
a wild beast/'
Gauguin's announcement to Mette of his intention of
leaving Europe brought her to Paris at the beginning of April*
Her husband was to be away indefinitely and she wished to
have Clovis with her again. The circumstances of their meeting,
however, were too full of economic and mental worries for
them to be able to become properly reconciled to each other.
It is not recorded whether Mette saw Gauguin off on his
journey or whether she left with Clovis for Copenhagen before
that time. It has been said that the unfortunate Clovis stayed
at his school until June of that year, but it is more probable
that his mother took him back with her almost at once, for
there would be little for her to do in Paris when her husband
had gone.